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nothing of what he was saying, although he
overheard every word, the door being open.
". . . folk-poems . . . Vepses. . . ."

" Tell him to drop in here/' shouted the
master from the parlour.

Juha found himself most of the time in the
company of that same young gentleman, who
was very friendly. Only he would go on pressing
Juha for folk-poems, whatever they were. " Folk-
story " he dimly understood and was sorely
worried because for the life of him he couldn't
think of a good yarn, damned if he could.
Instead he let his tongue glide over to his
domestic circumstances, and the young gentle-
man listened, saying every now and again, " Is
that so? " Finally he gave Juha ten marks and
led him to the room where a bed had been made
for him. He then went away with a " Good-
night."

cc The same hope here," answered Juha.

Juha was left alone in the room, in staggeringly
fresh air and a tremendous clean smell. Against
the background of this cleanness Juha's journey
began to take on the complexion of a fantastic
affair in the planning of which he had had no
part. Juha inspected the curious system of
sheets in which he was to lie. The sheets were
of thin, remarkably white linen, and there were
two of them, the top one unaccountably en-
tangled with the blanket. Juha disengaged it